(If thou which lov'st all canst love any best)

Thou wilt not leave me in the middle street,

Though some more spruce companion thou dost meet;

Not though a captain do come in thy way

Bright parcel gilt, with forty dead men's pay;

Not though a brisk perfum'd pert courtier

Deign with a nod thy courtesie to answer;

Nor come a velvet justice with a long

Great train of blew-coats, twelve or fourteen strong,

Wilt thou grin or fawn on him, or prepare

A speech to court his beautious son and heir ?

For better or worse take me or leave me;

To take and leave me is adultery.

Oh, monstrous! superstitious Puritan,

Of refinM manners, yet ceremonial man!

That when thou meet'st one with inquiring eyes

Doth search, and, like a needy broker, prize

The silk and gold he wears, and to that rate,

So high or lowa dost raise thy formal hat;

That wilt consort none until thou have known

What lands he hath in hope, or of his own;

As though all thy companions should make thee

Jointures, and nmrry thy dear company;

Why sfaould'st thou (that dost not only approve,